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A CHILD OF JESUS. 






very small, but large enough to hold a great 
variety of choice flowers. A few apple-trees, 
a very low, choice peach tree, and bushes of 
currants and blackberries grew there—the 
latter straggling against and over a pretty 
white paling. The road that led to the busy 
city was much travelled by flaring coaches 
of red and black; by great bay-carts, carry¬ 
ing their fragrant treasures where they might 
change them into silver and gold. Then, as 
there was a beach not far off—a white, glis¬ 
tening level, where many a tinted shell and 
many a bright weed cuddled together—there 
were carriages and stately equipages, filled 
with ladies and gentlemen, often passing and 
repassing. Sometimes little girls would shout 
as they came in sight of the red cottage—I 
forgot to tell you it was red—for they became 
accustomed to see at one of the windows a 
pale, patient face, that never looked envious, 
although it could not move round amongthe 
roses, and the helpless limbs could never 
bound over the green sward. It was apretty 
face; sickly to be sure, but there a God-sent 
patience rested. The eyes almost haunted 
you after they had once given that earnest 














given to him from God. This was very sad, 

loved God, and the thought of heaven was 
so delightful to him, that he tried to bear all 
his pain without murmuring. His wife was 
a noble woman. She never spent an idle 
moment. Upon her now devolved the task 
of caring for her household, and procuring 
the comforts of life. A neighbour worked in 
the little garden an hour every day, out of 
the pure love of doing good; so that there 
was always something growing there; and 
Mary took in sewing, spinning, and washing, 
and sung and smiled as she worked. The 
singing and the smiling did more good than 
the medicine; but in spite of both, Daniel 
wasted away; and when little Charley was 
nine months old, and could just lisp “Fa¬ 
der,” after the manner of such little ones, the 


in the sweet bed with its clean sheets of linen. 
No, he slept now where no baby-voice could 
waken him, and a sod, flower-covered, was 

Years passed over the widow, and she 


























don’t own a carriage.” 

“ Don’t she! Why we own every thing. 
We’ve got a great, grand house with sofas 
and pianos, and—and—oh! every thing! 
But for all that, don’t you believe I heard 
my father say this very morning, that he 
would be a poor man, and live in a little bit 
of a place like this, willingly, if he could 
only be well P” 

“ Does he love Jesus?” asked little Daniel. 

“ What! love who ? Jesus! do you mean 
our Saviour ? Oh! I don’t know; I expect 
he does; but he never says any thing about 

her great, gray eyes. “ Do you love Jesus ?” 

“I guess I do!” cried Daniel, clasping 
and unclasping his thin white fingers, while 
a look of ineffable transport shot across his 
pure face. “ I don’t know what I should do 
if I didn’t; for much as mother loves me, 
she can’t keep awake with me, and Jesus is 
by my bedside watching, so I talk with him.” 

‘‘ Jesus watching! Do you mean that our 

u Oh, yes!” and under the thin white dress 
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“Mother,” he said, and his voice was as 
full, clear, and beautiful as ever, “what 
makes that white light all round you ? I’ve 
been looking and looking, and it grows so 
bright.” 

“ Almost any thing will, dear, that you look 
at for a long time,” replied his mother. “ I 
remember when I was a little girl, and used 
to sit in my father’s seat at church, I’ve 
looked at the minister till my eyes ached, 

seeing the shining rim round him. He 

was dressed in black, and stood against a 
white wall, and I suppose the contrast had 

for that." 

“ I shall learn about it in heaven, shan’t I 
mother F ” asked Daniel, with a sweet smile. 

“Yes, dear,” and a sigh came with the 
words, “ you will learn a great many things 
in heaven.” 

“But most of all, I shall want to learn, 
mother, what this beautiful feeling is that 
comes whenever I think of Jesus. And I 
shall learn how he can be everywhere, shan’t 
I, mother P And I shall know why he has 
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as lie lies there to-day.” 

“ My dear sir, it need cost you nothing,” 
said the good mother, in her straightforward 











street I can’t forget. Lilly, child, what are 
you doing P” she cried, as the little girl, her 
face flushed, her hair flung in disorder, 
appeared at the door, dragging a mammoth 
book, beautifully gilded and shining in the 
light. 

“ It was so heavy,” said Lilly, still tugging 





























and lay a little bed in the cart: shall mother 
drag you to the beach P” 

“Yes, if I can go—oh, I should like it so 
much!” was the patient reply. 

“Then you shall, my boy; I’ll put my 
work right away, and get ready.” 


Charley danced about the room, tied his 



of the sweet air, he looked eagerly on every 
thing, crying out constantly, “ Oh ! how blue 
the sky is, mother! Oh! see those beautiful 
roses! What green bushes! How good 
every thing looks again !” Yet ending, as he 
usually did, by saying, “ But they’ll all look 

















































The widow’s voice ceased also. Little 
Charley had entered, and by degrees crept 
close to his mother, till at last he knelt at 
her side, his hands folded on her lap. 

“Do you think”—the voice was fainter 
than it had ever sounded before—“do you 
think the angels will come after me ? 

“ Yes, darling, I have no doubt they will,” 
replied Mary. 

“ Well, mother, before they come I want 
to do all that Jesus has told me to do. Jesus 


Do not be like a Methodist friend of mine to whom 




I lent this history, (previous to my publishing it) 

Could you not leave it out ?’ ’ I answered, “ No! 
I must faithfully publish the whole; for I am 















dear Jesus!” he kept repeating, till he fell 


The next day was the holy Sabbath. The 
widow looked wearied and pale, for she had 
been up'with little Daniel very often through 
the night; but there was a peace and quiet 
on her face that told with whom she had 

In the plain little chapel that morning 
was read a simple note: 

“There will be a baptism on the beach 
this afternoon.” 

The preacher paused—then his eye kin¬ 
dled as he added: “ The disciple who takes 
up this pleasant duty to-day, is the sick son 
of the widow Marks—a little boy to whom 
might be said , 1 Oh child, great is thy faith!’ 
for he lies very near the gate of heaven, 

having, at the longest, but a few days more 

of sojourn on this mortal shore.” 

Every heart in that congregation thrilled 

and wonder succeeded, as the people left the 

It was a beautiful, cloudless day, for which 
the widow was very thankful, as she robed 

































































sible. Mrs. Irving was in despair.- Never 
before had she waited upon the bed of disease; 

fraught with horrors. She had loved to 
shine in the gay ball-room, in the splendid 
theatre, but she had never been prepared to 
meet trouble in any form. Now she must 
stand and see the end of earth; she must 
realize that she was bom for something 
besides living. She must think whether, had 
that time come to her, she had been prepared 
to give up the company she so loved, the 
pomps, and vanities, and shows she so de¬ 
lighted in; whether here the gay laugh 
would be fitting—the dazzling jewel—the 
costly robes—the sneer at things sacred. 
Oh, how great the contrast between that 
watcher, surrounded by obsequious nurses 
and servants, and the lowly woman, who 
was the child of Jesus Christ! One in the 
midst of wealth and friends, the other alone 
and poor. One who, if her husband died, 
would still find many strong arms upon 
which to rely; the other left, still desolate, 
with only her little child, to battle through 




lowing, she had heard that there was no hope 
for her brother, she thought of nothing else. 
Was he prepared to exchange -worlds ? Oh, 














“ Yes, darling, lie talked witli me all last 
night.” 


“ Didn’t I tell you so!” cried the child, in 
triumph-tones. “And how does he look, 
father P” 

“Too glorious for mortal lips to describe, 
little daughter. Thank God, I shall soon see 

The child bent over more closely, as she 

“ And don’t you suppose mother will seek 
‘Jesus,’ too ?” 

“Ask her, my lamb,” replied her father; 



“ Yes, darling j” and he repeated it slowly, 
clasping his hands, his voice low and fer- 

“ Oh, that is so good!—and now you will 
get well, won’t you, papa?” 

“ No, darling, father is going to heaven,” 
he replied. 

“ What! going to leave me—to leave your 
little Lilly all alone she asked, a shade 
coming over brow and eye. 

“Not all alone, Lilly, for I leave Jesus 
with you and your mother, and your aunt. 





asked him, and he said , 1 Go, Lilly, it will 
comfort the dear boy.’ So they are coming 
with the carriage j and you know you prom¬ 
ised to carry some jellies; and then papa 
said I must go out, that I was pale.” 

“But, Lilly, don’t you know that your 
father is very, very ill ? Suppose he should 
die while you are gone,” said her aunt, 
mournfully. 

“ Oh! hut you don’t know; he’s got Jesus 
—he told me so; he don’t need, me any 
more-he don’t need anybody, he isn’t a bit 
afraid, and he smiles all the time," said the 


attired herself plainly, and, procuring some 
jellies and other delicacies, she entered the 
carriage, and the two were driven out to the 
cottage of the widow. 

The day was a warm one, and as they 
drew near they were not much surprised to 
see the blinds drawn close, while little 






















It was a beautiful day, that on which two 
funeral trains wound their way to the pretty 

cemetery of L-. One was composed of 

humble people, a Tillage procession on foot, 
following the body of the dear little Daniel, 
the widow’s son. The other glittered in all 
the pomp of wealth, and carnage after car¬ 
riage drove with stately pace behind the 
splendidly-draped hearse. In consequence 
of an expressed wish of Mr. Irving, the little 
boy who had been instrumental in his con¬ 
version, was to be buried in his own family- 
tomb ; and now they were together on the 
green sward, side by side-the rich and the 
poor—the man of grasping intellect and a 
mind stored with the wealth of lore new and 
old, and the precious little child, who only 
knew Jesus Christ, and him crucified. 

And there the mourners were gathered, 
standing silent, respectful, while the man of 
God spoke to them in eloquent words of time 
and of eternity. Afar off, the blue sea 
could he discerned, and sunshine streamed 
and birds sang amid the bending trees. 

They have gone to God,” said the pastor, 
pointing to the serene faces of the dead, 
“the little child and the strong man in his 




look at him for his brightness. Then ho 
would ask his mother if she heard that sweet 
music, if she saw that beautiful garden, full 
of little children ? Oh, to die thus, triumph¬ 
ing over pain, over every earthward inclina- 

Jesos^Chnstl 16 lllessecf and holy dead!°ye 
have left a glorious memory behind you. 
Both are hallowed with the recollection of 
the sweetest sentences I ever heard. 
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